Tht:Tr4^ei^ 

Ofyou ray noLlc Coofcn EuckingliamJ 

It cucr any grudge were logdc betweene vs. 

Of you Lo: Riuers, and Lord Gray ofyou, 

^bat all without defert haue fiownd on me, 

Dukes, Earles, Lords, gentlemen, indeed ofalls 
I doc not kno w that Englilh man aliae. 

With whom my foulc is any iottc at oddes , 

More then the infant that is borne to ni<^ht: 

I th alike iny God for my humility. * 

Qi, A holy day iLall this be kept hereafter, ' 

I would to God all firifes were wcllcom^oundedli’ • 

My fouerajgne liege 1 doe befcech your Maieftyi' 

To takcour brother Clarence toyour Grace. 

G&. W hy Madame , hauc I offred loue for this. 

To be thus feorned in thisroyallprcfcnce? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead. 

You doe him iniury to fcorne his corfe. 

Who knowci not he is dead? who knowes he i$J 

All feeing heauen, what a world is this? 

Lookc I fo pale Lo: Dorlet as the reft? 

JDor, I my good L:and no one in this prelencc 

Eut his red cooler hath fbifbokc his chcckes. 

K/». Is Clarence dead, the order was rcuerft. 

Buthe poorefbulcbyyourfirft order died, . 

And that a wingicd Mercury did bcare. 

Some tardy cripple bore the countermaund, ' 

That came tco lagto fee him buried; 

Ged grant that feme Icfle noble, and lelTc loyal], 
Nccrcrin bloudy thoughts, but notinblond; 

Deferuc not worfe then wretched Clarence did, 

And yet go currant fiorn fiifpition. Eaffr Ddr/y. 

E)ar. A boonc iny foucraigne formy fcruicC done* 
Xi», I play thee peace, my fbulcis fullof forrow. 

£5rfr. I will not rife vnlcflc your highnefle grant. 
Then fpeake at once, what is it thou demaundft. 

E>‘tr. Theforfeitfoueraigacofmyferuantslifc, 

Who flew to day a riotous gentleman, 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolkc*, 

K/m. Hdi 




{ 


§f Richard thtthird, 

f Kin. HafielatonguctodoomcmybrotHersdeath, 

And fhall the fame giue pardon to a flaue? 

My brothel flew no mati, his fault was thought. 

And yethis punifhmeni wascrucll death. 

Who fued to me for him? who in my rage, 

. / Kuceld at my feete and bad me be aduifdc? 

Who fpakc of Brotherhood? who of loue? 

Who told me ho w the poorc foulc did forfake 
The mighty Warwickc, and did fight for me; 

Who tolde me in the field by Teuxbery, 

When Oxford had me downc, he refoued me. 

And laid deam brother, liueand be a King? 

Who told me when we both lay in the field. 

Frozen alraoft to death, how he did lappe me 
Euen in his owne garments, and gaue himfcifc 
All thin and naked to the numbcold night? 

All this from my remembrance brutifli wrath 
Sinfully puckt, and not a man ofyou 
Hadifo much grace to putit in my minde. 

But when your carters,or your waigh ting vaflailes 
Haue done a drunken (laughter, and defaftc 
The pretious image of our dcare R edeemer. 

You ftraight are on your knees for pardon pardon, ^ 

AadI vniuftly too, muft grant it .you: 

But for my brother, not a man would fpeake, , 

Nor I vngratious fpeake vnto my fcife, 

For him poore foulciThe proudeft ofyou all 
Haae bccnc beholdingto him in his life: 

Yet none ofyou would once pleade for his life: 

Oh God I fearc thy luftice will take hold 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this. (Exit. 

Come Haftings help me to my clofct^ oh poore Clacence, 
g/«. This is the fruit of ralhnes: markt you not 
How that the guilty kindred of the Queene, 

Lookt pale when they didhearc of Clarence death? 

Oh they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will rcucHgc it. But come lets in 

To comfort Edwatd with our company^ Exeunt. 

£ ■ Snttt 
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